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Is there, inhuman form, that bears a heart... 


A wretch! a villain! lost ta love and truth...... 
% * x * 


Curse on his perjur’d arts! dissembling smooth / 
Are honour, virtue, conscience, all exil’d ?...... 
BURNS. 

THE following relation which has been sent to sie 
by an intimate friend, whether real or fictitious, is yet so 
interesting in its nature, so serious in its consequences, ard 
of such importance to society; that I willingly give ita 
preference above all other matter for this day’s paper. 

Much has been said of seduction, many affecting verses, 
and many a pathetic tale, has wrung the heart with pity 
for the victim, and excited indignation against the perpe- 
trator of so cruel and infamous a crime: yet wherever lux- 
ury and dissipation prevail, religious obligations and mo- 
val principles become relaxed, temptations are held out, 
and instances continue to occur. It is therefore the duty 
of the moralist constantly to hold such pernicious vices up 
to view, and paint them with such colours as Shall most 
truly exhibit their real deformity; that levity may be cor- 
rected, innocence put upon its guard, and the,abandoned 
libertine be assured that however he may sticceed fora 
time in stifling the voice of conscience, he cannot go 
where he will not meet the execrations of his fellow crea- 
tures, be shunned as the plague, and dreaded as the blast 
of pestilence. ~.., " 
Philadelphia, Dec. 1804. 
Dear Easy, 

I had no sooner read the first number of your Com- 
panion than I thought of composing an essay, which | 
flattered myself might claim a place in your paper; but 
feeling diffident of my talent for writing, | sent to our 
friend ScrurLe, to beg his advice.—We were scarcely 
Seated before 1 entered into an explanation of my plan. 


Upon asking his opinion, he gave it with his usual can- 
5 ’ cc) 
dour, advising me not to be in a hurry, for that to his 
knowledge. you had abundant: materials on hand for sey« 
&e, J 


eral papers to come.—Though the advice was such as 


might have been expected from one of his frankness, yet 
my mortification so entirely overcame my politeness, that 
instead of making a civil return for his sincerity, I sunk 
into a state of sullen and profound silence. It was how- 
ever soon interrupted by a familiar rap at my door ;—glad 
of an opportunity which would relieve me from my em- 
barrassment, I instantly rose, and to my astonishment be- 
held Frankuy, who had just arrived from Baltimore.— 
So unexpected a visit was equally agreeable to ScruPLE 
and myseif.—We began in the same breath by asking a 
thousand opposite questions, which FrRanKLy telling us 
he wou!d reply to, the moment we would make our enqui- 
ries singly, we agreed that he should first draw his chair 
to the fire, and answef us in our turn..... You may sup- 
pose this suspense threw me back into my former confu- 
sion,. and that Scrupve was foremost with his interroga~ 
tories... He was beginning, when I saw FRANKLY pass 
his hand over his eye to hide the tear which glistened in 
it. .forgetting my own uneasiness,..Good heaven! cried 
I, does FRANKLY weep ?..‘‘ Yes!”’ he exclaimed, ‘‘ and 
** yet I was in hopes you would not have been a witness 
‘*of my tears. Oh! Seduction. .damned seduction !”.. 
To Scrupte, this exclamation amounted to conviction, 
and he had just time to say..‘‘ Ah! friend, I always 
‘* feared that thy gallantry’’—but here a stern and impres- 
sive look that marked the innocence of FRANKLY, checked 
the harsh severity of bis friend, whose dejection strongly 
sleaded the repentance of his suspicion. 

When Franxkty had recovered from the first flow of 
feeling, for which neither honour nor courage ever seeks 
an apology, he gave us the following relation... ++, 

‘¢ This letter,’” said he, dropping it on the table, ¢¢ is 





‘© a record of the darkest villainy.....Eminia Bentiy, 
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‘* whose beauty was heightened by every accomplishment 
¢¢ of mind and person, has fallen a victim to the artifices 
*¢ of the man she adored:..her affection for STANLEY, 
<* which admitted no bound to her confidence in his hon- 
“* our, has been abused, and her fame is sacrificed for 
“<* ever—scorning for his wife the object of his seduction, 
‘* he is bringing Emruta to this city, to be confined in 
‘«< the cells of a mad-house!......If I have wept, it was 
«* because I knew her brother—he was my bosom friend— 
‘* but oh! he is gone! and Stanvey lives!” 

At this moment an uproar in the street drew our atten- 
tion from Frankuy, who springing to the window, ex- 
elaimed. .R ghteous heaven! the villain falls! Stanvry 
dies!. .Hurrying down stairs and mixing with the crowd, 
we saw the frantic Emix1a forced to the gloomy mansion 
of melancholy and despair... We were informed she had 
eluded the vigilance of her keeper, and arming herself 
with a knife, plunged it into the breast of her betrayer at 
the instant we saw him fall...Anxious for the fate of the 
unhappy Emitia, we determined to follow her to her sad 
retreat, and, if possible, to excite in her behalf the com- 
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occupied our minds, Scrupte and Frankty let me 
to ruminate on the weakness and wickedness of our na- 
ture.—In the midst of my contemplation, I was called of 
by the tender pressure of my infant’s cheek as she leaned 
over me from the arms of her nurse, who waited behind 
my chair to receive the signal for carrying the lovely inno- 
cent to bed.—Turniny to my child, and clasping her in 
my arms with a pious but an anxious heart, I implored 
for her the kind and tender care of protecting Providence! 
—The cherub smile that played upon her countenance as 
she left me seemed to promise that my prayer was heard, 
and that she should live to reward the blessing aud aifec- 
tion of her father.— 

Looking around, and perceiving that I was now secure from 
further interruption, | began seriously to re‘lect upon the 
causes ofseduction, and the fatal consequences that attend it, 


4 


The passions of the human breast, which nature intended 
for its happiness, if properly modified and controuled by 
reason ; are frequently exposed to the influence of vicious 
example, which often misleads the mind, and contami- 


nates the heart. Vhen the restraints of education vield 


miseration of the deluded mob, who unacquainted with!to the imperious call of action on the wide theatre of the 


the deplorable state of her mind, concluded she was more 
infamous than the man she had stabbed. 

Franxuy’s sensibility had now gained such an ascen- 
dancy, that we resolved to leave him, and proceed imme- 


world, the energies of man assume an independent right 
over the exercise of his future habits and pursuits. Dasci- 
nated by the display of luxury and the glowing descrip- 
tions of intrigue, it too frequently happens that his first 





diately to the dreary asylum destined for ka1t14a.—When 


arrived, I approached her bed of straw to solicit the keep-j plished rake. 


er’s tenderness towards this child of sorrow.—lI perceived 
that her eyes which had first.borne all the phrenzied agony 
of confirmed delirium, began to assume the glassy lan- 
gour of death.—Unable to bear this scene of misery, I 
withdrew, desiring one of the attendants to inferm me in 
an hour of her situation ;—he came to me in the ha'l a 


Study 's to affect an air of fashion, and become an accom- 
[t is in the higher circles of life that we are 
therefore to trace the 
hold the libertine up to scorn. 
his irregular and dissolute conduct, notwithstanding the 
plausible affectation of sentiment which sometimes serves 
to hide the grossness of his desires, and the treachery of 
his views. ‘Though callous, selfish, and designing, he 


fashionable excesses of gallantry, and 
He is known generally by 





few minutes before the appointed time, and told me that 
Emixia had expired!! Once more [ returned to the 
gloomy cell, but as I approached, the awful silence that 
slept within it, convinced me that her spirit was at peace! 
I retired with a sigh, and met FraNnKLy in my room, 
who accounted for Emiii1a’s death, by assuring me it 
was hastened by poison, which the expiring STaNLEY 
confessed he had administered to avoid the expence of 
maintaining her in her late abode. 

Shocked by this additional and horrid act of brutal atro- 
city, we silently indulged the gloom of our indignation, 
which was only interrupted by sighs for the unfortunate 
Emira ! 

The evening now drawing to a close, and conversation 
being suspended by a painful review of the events which! 





desty as the brightest 
ever consent to sacrifice the most attractive quality they 
possess. 
prehension of yielding to illicit pleasures, that man is 


appears tender, liberal, and artless. When by masked 
and deliberate approaches he has led the unsusp‘cious heart 
to receive his addresses, he uses every stratagem for the 
ruin of his victim. In the tender mements of interview, 
when even refinement may yield to the confidential but 
innocent endearments of affection, he disarms the heart 
by the feigned ardour of his passion, and destroying the 
last trembling balance between repulsion and assent, drives 
virtue for ever from her throne. 

It is not easy to conceive that ladies who have been 
taught from the earliest period of their lives to view mo- 
gem of female character, should 


It is by their natural timidity, and basbful ap- 
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charmed, and his whole soul is made to feel the engaging 
power of delicacy and Jove. When these sentiments are 
overruled by the impetuosity of sensual appetite, the heart 
grows corrupt, while the loss of honour completes the a- 
gonies of conscience, by leaving it a prey to shame and 
remorse. 

There can be no palliation offered for seduction. It 
not only attatches disgrace to the parties themselves, but 
frequent!y involves the most near and amiable relatives in 
unextinguishable grief and despair.—— 

I have here disclosed to you my reflections on a vice 
which ought ever to be viewed with horror by society ; and 
as your paper has expressed a preference for literary and 
moral communications, I have chosen it as the best me- 
dium for exhibiting in strong colours to the public, a 
practice, which however common in Europe, has not yet, 
I hope, gained much countenance in America. 

| MALCOLM, 
SILIS LEE SIL IIS 
Mr, Easy, 
The following letters are yours, to do with them what 
you please. 

They have lain by me some time. In the early part 
of my life | happened to meet with some letters in the a- 
matory stvie; and at a moment when my feelings in some 
degree harmonised with them, I wrote these effusions.— 
r who the 


The public would not be ecratified by knowing 
) p oO 


— 


retired Constant:us is.—— 


. ‘ 7 
Aly dearest Eliza, 
ad ay: nd : rT 
I have always been o! opinion that in maki 
. “7 * _° 7 > 
a partner for life, the greatest deliberation should be ob- 
We should neither be dazzled b 


served . tha ar) oe rnNPapA 4 
served. yY the radiance of 
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charms—and after long deliberation and cloistered medi- 
tation, I am deeply affected with the belief, that sharing 
life with you will give it a relish, which wanting, I never 
shall taste—deign then, my dearest Eliza, to accept the 
first offerings of a heart devoted to you alone, on the most 
honourable and noble principles. r 

Flattery I detest—false professions are in the highest de- 
gree mean and abject—and I know you would be disgusted 
with the lover who by his self-abasement and servile sup- 
plications would disgrace you as a husband.—But if one 
feelingly conscious of your many virtues and attractions 5 
who has often witnessed with delight your tender, amiable 
softness, rendered still more lovely by your grace and 
beauty—who has often admired your embellished under- 
standing, and endearing benignity of disposition—and if 
one who has always endeavoured to regulate his conduct 
by the principles of strict honour and morality ;—whose 
greatest happiness would be to make you happy—if such 
a one could interest your affections ;—such I think you 
would ever find me, and may there be no countervailing 
objection to your most sincere lover ! 

This | hope,—that if ever you possibly could have put 
a construction on any part of my deportment, unfavourable 
ito these my most sacred professions ;—if ever you could 
suppose me inconstant from the little jealousies of love, 
which like the shade pursue the substance, prove its 





‘| which has long been ardent and is immutable. 


‘strength, and are the test of its purity—if ever you could 
A x 

‘have entertained the least suspicion of the ardor of my 
disclosed it in the artificial bom-« 


| . 
|passion, because I never 
‘bast, in the base coin of counterfeit passion—extravagant 
| | 


1¢ choice of |rapture.—If any act of my life could in your eyes so slan-~ 
x | ~ 


ider my heart, do but permit me to vindicate my passion, 


And if, 


beauty, nor blinded by the elare of wit; but before ourj;oh! if you doom me, which heaven avert! to despond ; 


first impressions have cloathed the fond object in the attri- 
butes of perfection, we should coolly and dispasstonately 


1 


. y 
ask the question of ourselves, ** Does she possess those es- 


sentials which are necessary to make me happy? will that 
ardent flame which I now feel, ia the absence of those 
qualities which are fleeting, settle into even, respectful 


love? in fine, does she possess that good sense and good 


temper, and is there between us that conformity of dispo- 
sition and unity of seatiment, which can alone insure 
connubial bliss, and smooth the asperities of life >?” 
this decision no sordid considerations, no traffic of vows, 


’ 


should mingle their influence; but it should be the reci- 


procation of love, the exchange of sou!s.—With these 
sentiments, which from long habit have become a second 


nature—I saw you—felt the strong influence of your 


In| 


‘only tell me how I might have been happy, and though it 
be too late to hope for you by the strictest confermity to 
your will, I shall even in despair bave some alleviation, 
m the proud reflection that I might once have atchieved 


fray 
ny dearest Eliza. 
Fearful forebodings and pressing anxieties, alternately 
check and urge me, when I would make a request which 
would form a new epoch in my hfe— 

Do, quickly release my suspense, bid me be happy, or 
forgive me the pain of indicting my own sentence. 
CONSTANTIUS. 


1 
| I 





Your devoted lover, 

If our female readers have no objection to the senti- 

ments of love, when accompanied with reason and 
good sense; we will continue the letters of Constantius. 
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From Moir’s discourses on some of the most striking circum- 
stances in the preseat Phenomena of the world, we present 
our readers with the following interesting paragraphs ; in 
which improper, or neglec ted education is ass’ igned as one 
great cause of that immorality which prevails so greatly in 
the circles of modern society.—Published in London—1796, 

Whence, (says this writer) all this fastidious shyness 
and delicacy in rearing youth, without leading them thro’ 
all the graceful decencies of a manly and rational piety ! 
Are you afraid of making them wise and good too soon, 
of announcing them too early as pledges to the world for 
the purity of their future conduct, of imprinting on therr 
ductile minds at too tender an age the deepest sense of 
moral responsibility, and of eagerly embracing the first 
opportunity to insure their interest in the affection and 
good will of the wisest and best, and make them objects 
of respect and veneration to the worst ? 

Nothing can better direct you as guardians of the rising 
generation, and trustees for posterity in what you owe to 
your tender charge, than a frequent and accurate review 
of yourselves, the principles which regulate your temper, 
and the motives which form and govern your manners. 
You are individually and solemnly bound by every possi- 
ble tie, to detatch and wean their rash and sanguine par- 
tialities, from pursuits which have degraded your faculties, 
from scenes which have prematurely anticipated your pas- 
sions, from temptations which have subdued your integri- 

from professions which have abused your credulity, 
from sentiments which have left you a prey to perfidy, 
from books, companions, spectacles, and all the pageantry 
of false pleasure which entangle, depress, and impair your 
rational and moral natures! 

Do you feel every day and every hour the pernicious 
consequence of trifling with the quiet, the convenience, 
and the comfort of each other, with the peace of your own 
minds, with that harmony of concord which constitutes 
the supreme felicity of earth and heaven! And can you 
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the reserve of decency, the attention of wisdom, and the 
nerve of virtue. It has neither vigour, sincerity; nor re- 
solution. It conciliates one moment by kindness, and 
by unkindness kills another. Its transitions, like the va- 
riable temperature of our climate, are too sudden to be 
acceptable, and too much in extremes to be safe. Now 
it abounds in all that can,melt and charm the affections ; 
is tender, open, fond, accommodating; but soon chills 
to the heirt by its distance, its closeness, its frigidity, or 
its aversion ! , 

What can be expected from minds for ever in a flutter 
or a ferment, alternately victims of levity which admits 
of no check, and passions, which submit to no controul, 
but peevishness, apathy, inconstancy of affection, capri- 
cious preferences, and incorrigible hearts ? And it is non- 
sense to look for the usual effects from a mechanism thus 
universally deranged. Can the scenes we habitually wit- 
ness be other*than deformed, while occupied by such ac- 
turs? Is it any wonder to see men wicked and wretched, 
whose infancy is thus misled?) Why 

while we every where behold so 
little attention bestowed on the first indications of human 
intellect; or that life made up of such empty, 
plined, 


if is } 
Gi SO MUCH 


in any degree sur- 
prized at social depravity, 


undisci- 
should be found a ch 
guilt and misery as it is. 


unmanageable creatures, aos 


SLL IS LYS SIS SS 
Mr. Easy, 

On Saturday last, an intimate female friend of mine 
came bouncing into the room where I was sitting, 
paperin herhand; ‘* Maria,’’ said she (laushing as she 
spoke) ** have you read the Desultory sha 1es 


oat bt oe 
With a 


from the 


common-place book of an Old Batchelor, in this mor- 
° * + a r > id ’ 
ning’s Companiton’” ‘* No,” replied I; she then, 


handing me the paper, and pointing out the place, waited 
patiently until I had read it—‘* Well 


9 . . 66 4 
, said she, what 





suffer those little ones, who are formed by what you are, 
and have no rule or directory but what they vather from | 


your conduct and commands, to imbibe and cherish the| 


seeds of a disposition thus desultory and turbulent! 
Indeed all that is false, and base, and contemptible, 
public and private, is the obvious and inevitable effect of 


in 


this testy, unthinking, frivolous turn of mind. With 
whatever appendages of fortune, fashion, gaiety, youth, 


beauty, or wit, we may sometimes see it flashing, it Cir 
cles of dissipation, scenes of gallantry, and places of pro- 
miscuous resort, festivity or intrigue; itis an infallible 
badge of sa, db, of folly, or of guilt. Jt wants 
_ the coolness of reflection, the generosity of seutiment, 


| Batchelor is, 


do you think of the Batchelor’s sketches? he tries to be 

mighty eran about matrimony; dont her”? ** Yes,” re- 
lie d I, **and like many of his brother Batchelors, says 
a great deal about that which he knows nothing of, and 


tries to persuade the younger of lis own sex, who may 
have an inclination for matrimony, that it is in general 
productive of broils, quarrels, and other mishaps.”’ 


“* T think,”’ ee 


inore 





know who this old 


replied my friend, 

and that he is neither nor less than my 
papa’s former friend Zachary Handlecash, who was once 
upon the point iage with Miss Priscilla Prudence ; 
but, thinking too long about the matte 
numerous calculations of the expence of house-keeping, 


&c.; Mr Worthy step’d in, and carried off the prize ; 


mr? 


of mar r 





he 
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me ut le 


; 

















prete 
Wo 
told, 

H 
time 
but s 
their 
same 


aslec 
in pa 
rious 
that | 
The 
bear! 


mom * No 


coulc 
blank 


mtook 





Mathes 


Benotec 
' Be T OR, 
; thoug 


‘ ~ 
omy 


Nenis 
ubjec 
Oiue 
Tae 
Pvil 
vhich 
ertait 


Repose t 


rt A 


is Qr¢ 


aAUSEe 


mo ma 


uston 
avou? 


ano as 
12 is. 


ia 


ne un 
¢ , he 
tiga 
































| the 
r re- 
and 
e Va- 
to be 
Now 
ons; 
chills 
y, or 


lutter 
dinits 
troul, 
capri- 
non- 
1 thus 
y Wit- 
sh ac- 
iched, 
> str 
old SO 
uman 


1disci- 


chaos 


says 
yf, and 
oO may 
general 


7» 





this old 
han my 
as ONCE 
idence ; 


op ae 


Mecould be happy even in heaven.” 


making 


eeping, 
ize; he 





Metook up his hat, and withdrew. 


BEES ey 
a Oe. 


ie 


pretended to be pleased with the match, and spoke of Mr. 
Worthy in the highest terms, but I have been credibly 
told, that he has never spoken to either of them since.— 

His visits were very frequent at our house about. this 
time, to consult papa about matrimony; and, as | was 
but small, I was suffered to stay in the room, and hear 
their conversation, the topic of which was always the 
same, for Mr. Zachary would talk of nothing else; and 


Mat length papa grew very tired, and sometimes would fall 





aslecp in the midst of his harangue. But, one evening 
in particular, 1 remember well, when he with a very se- 
rious fac@Asked this question, ** Do you think, Mr, 
that [could be happy with Miss Prudence, when married ? 
‘The question roused papa out of a dose ;—teized beyond 





bearing,—and looking him full in the face—he replied, 
‘No, Sir, I do not think a person of your disposition 
Mr. Zachary tooked 
blank for a few moments, rose in silence from his seat, 
After a few minutes my 
father exclaimed, ‘* Heaven, I thank thee that thou hast 


AN 


fi iN 


not created in me the disposition of OLD BATCHE- 
Lor.’ ——Since that time L believe he has given over the 


thoughts of marriage as being too expensive. —— 


at 
*s 


* 
. 
5 


Me Ubusended the conversation between me and my friend, 


Mewhich | have forwarded to you, to publish, if you think 
Aaay 1 ; > 

@eproper, for the amusement of the Batchelor. 

é. V7 +) ae ee om 

a Your's sincerely, 





MARIA. 


LL LILLE IL ILS 
XT ~ 7 ‘ 
iN OV. SO0.n. 1804, 


Easy, 

ry) 7 mea leo ’ ° . 
E lhe perusal of Trifler’s dream, as related in the 
See ompanion No, 2, brought to my recollection the senti- 
Manents of an instructive author, whose writings upon the 
pt 3 oo i 


ubject of dreams imply that there are three kinds, viz. 


mepoiue proceeding from the busiuess or pursuifs a person 1s 


ft. ry ¥ 4 ] © v* a > . y a 1 .etct . fe . , *) ws . 
ae ngaved in when awake, and others excited by a good Ol 


roi 
ded to might arise, I 
ertain'y cainot determine, but have been induced to sup- 


e, . . . 7 . ’ 
pvil spirit acting upon the mind when asieep. 
AP 


7.* } 
vuich of these sources the dream allu 
rr. ° . . . 
bose the ‘Trifler must have observed something similar to 
is dream acted in real life, or that he has from some 
ause or other been led to consider it as an evil happening 
mo man, for him to vet 


hat he has been ac- 


married—or t 
Bustomed to view the matrimonial state in some such un- 
avourable | @ht; as it can hardly be supposed that his fal!- 

ang asicep under the disagreeable sensations occasioned by 

unlucky skirmish he describes among the cats, could 


istigate him to dream ‘‘ he was married,’’ unless. his 


ia 
saw 
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mind had some how or other been predisposed thereto.— 
However that may be, my thoughts respecting the state of 
matrimony, I confess to be different ; and whenever I in- 
dulge a waking reverie on that or any other subject, my 
imagination chuses to recreate in the more smooth and 
flowery paths of life. Whether owing to solacing myself 
in this way, or whether excited by the influence of some 
good genius propitious to my happiness, I cannot tell ; 
but after relaxing the cares and business of the day in 
company with several young persons of both sexes, the 
female part of whom were peculiarly agreeable, I retired 
seasonably to rest, under the pleasing sensations occasioned 
by their amiableness; and Morpheus soon closing my 
eyes, the following dream was presented. Methought I 
beheld a venerable figure of a man advancing towards me, 
who on coming near, asked me if I wished to be married. 
[ told him I had no objection, provided I could meet with 
some virtuous fair one, with whom our love toward each o- 
ther could be mutual, adding some prudential preliminaries: 
with such a person, I said, I should be willing to enter 
into the marriage contract. He said, perhaps I looked 
for something more than morial in a woman, some mire 
acle of perfection, existing no where upon earth but ina 
T'rifler’s brain.—I told him it was not so, but if I might 
have my choice of those in whose company I had spent 
the preceding evening, (though attatched to neither of 
them by the passion of love) I thought it would meet my 
utmost wish upon the matrimonial score; he told me it 
was granted, 1 might proceed—I soon made up my mind, 
and made my choice; when after some previous ceremony, 
with mutual esteem and affection, we entered into the 
bands of matrimony. Being thus mt and united toge- 
ther, I considered her as a blessing from heaven, and felt 
a stiinulus to act worthy of such a favour; which conse- 
quently led me to a consistency of conduct I never had so 
fully experienced before; and against which I am induced 
to believe no reasonable or weil disposed woman would 
ever persevere in opposing; though sometimes through 
frailty or cross occurrences which happen in life, a little 
chagrin might arise; yet prudence mixed with kindness 
on our part would soon disperse the cloud, and peace and 
harmony resume their sway. In fine, I found in my fair 
one, all I could expect or desire in a female friend and 
companion, we became daily more attatched to each other, 
and our cares no less than our own comfort served to ces 
ment the union; until becoming as it were one in mind, 
some even asserted we grew alike in person, 

I remember also we had sons and daughters, but how 
many 1 do not now recollect; and they served greatly to 
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enhance our felicity. Those among them who resembled 


into trifling particulars, and recount the many kind of- 
fices reciprocally bestowed, would require a diary instead 
of a communication of this kind. How her countenance 
brightenned when I returned from abroad ; her interroga- 
tories respecting my absence being those of kindness and 
affection, were in like manner answered. If I chose to 
regale with a segar, I was under no restriction—If we vi- 
sited together, I was under no fear of being embarrassed 
or disconcerted by her conduct. If our friends visited us, 
her complacency delighted me.—The children being early 
taught submission, gave no disturbance to the company 
by their noise or refractory behaviour; their humour and 
pleasantry was often diverting.— 

Thus were we journeying on through life, happy as 
consistent with the present state of being—when the watch- 
man bawling louder than common, Past two o'clock, just 
under my window, I awoke; when lo! to my unspeak- 
able regret, 1 found it wasall a dream. 

TOM THOUGHTFUL. 
SILILISES LISI S 
Dear Mr. Easy, 

I never was better pleased with any of your observa-| 
tions than those in the last number, on card-playing. 
All my friends are quite delighted with your remarks on 
such a stupid practice. None but old mammas and grand- 
mammas, and old aunts, and old maids, are fond of it; 
and if they only played all their lives at loo, it would bd 
no matter; for they might as well do that as talk scandal, 
or scold us ycung girls; but the worst of it is, they get 
the young men among them, and keep them close to the 
table for hours together, while we sit moping in a corner, 
or walk from one part of the room to another by ourselves, 
without a beau to say smart things, or pay us a single 
compliment in a whole evening. ‘There was my favourite 
swain no sooner appeared at Mrs, Suurrve’s party the 
other night, than they laid hold on him, and would not 
let him move from his seat for five hours—poor fellow, 
how I did pity him—he lost all the time, and I don’t 
wonder at it, for he kept looking at me instead of minding 
the game. Indeed I never heard of a young man win- 
ning any thing during a whole season; and if they don’t 
say they lose, we can see it well enough—not that they 
mind it, but I think it toc bad that they should lose their 
money and our society also; which I am sure they like 

“much better. Well, thank heaven! the Assemblies are 


fortnight ; 
their mother I thought the most lovely ; and I observed) there before the winter’s over, for it seems to me they can’t 
she sat great store by those that resembled me.—To enter| live one evening without it. 





MPANION. 





but I should’nt wonder if loo was introduced | 


We have no private dances, 

no entertainments of music or. conversation ; nothing but @ 
loo, loo, loo, night after night all the season. I suppose f a 
they mean that we shall hillow their example when we fa T 


grow old, for they don’t show us any other way to pass 


Vas n 
our leinare hours, and they don’t seem to think there jj a sceit 
any other way to spend an evening. But I declare now, 7 a 
sincerely, I wish I may never be married if I ever play at J a Bhed 
loo, or meddle at all with cards as long as I live, that’s J pene 
what I won’t. I wish there was net a card i in the siclsil : culay 


and that there never were any; none but a foolish oid Mr. 
baichelor, or formal old maid could have invented such}; 
nonsensical amusement. . at hat 
What I say to you, Mr. Easy, is the sentiment of 5) 
all, and if you can put an end to such tiresome insipid 
stuff, you shall be my Knight, and shall always be we 
spoken of by yours, BIDDY WIDGET, 
P. S. Some of the old dutchesses are deucedly vex 











point 
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and threaten to answer you, and cry down the Companion MMjitile 
But never mind what they say—we’ll support you, and yo hey 
[?}l warrant you we have more influence wish your realli « FT, 
ers, especially the younger part of them, than they hav 4 he vy 


—so you need not fear what they can de, while you hav Sir? 
; b] 

us on your side. Put a 

SILI LIYE ISI IS ae 

FROM LEWIS’S COMIC SKETCHE a Nt 

‘* If I am not ashamed of my soldiers, ”’ says old Jacki 

Falstaff, describing his tatterdemallion troop, ‘* L?m; 

IR” Pee ¥ ; ; 

curnet. And, I believe, many a commande: 

a theatric troop may, with the greate 
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same; for the service is not only disgraced by young } onest 
. - . . ICS 

cruits, who never were sent to drill, but there are even VAR top ¢ 









terans, who, having beat the march through many a toug 
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deserve to be punished for negw!ect of duty. 
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campaign, 


























There wasa veteran in the Norwich company, a very cc A.s 
centric character, who was a tolerable classical scholar B. seg: 
So proud was he of his literary attainments, that he em brag y the 
ed every opportunity of displaying his learning; but, to hi " ei 
shame, he never perfectly learnt any of his parts. Le hol An] 








formerly been a bombardier in the train ofartillerv, w hidg 
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caused him to adopt, onall occasions, when he was def cic 









in his character the see ‘* Blow me out cf the world! 


As he was one evening walkin if in the part of the Ki 


of Richmond with all hits | train Rue. he shou!d have said4 
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‘¢ Thus far into the bowels of the land,” &e. 





But his words were—‘* Thus far into the bowels of ti 











beginning, and we shall have some enjoyment once ina 


earth—-I say I have got thus far into the bowels of WM The+, 
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oduced (9% earth—but—but—Blow me out of the world if I can get 
y can’t §@ an inch further.”’ 

dances, . SILL LILI IL ILL 

ing but § ANECDOTIC GLEANINGS. 

SUPpose F 4 LORD BARKIMORE,. 

hen we = The late Lord Barrimore, who had as many odd pranks 
to pass 4 as most men, was once riding through Abingdon, when 


seeing an old woman standing in the street, and looking 
at him with a face of eng:viry, asif to know who he was, 
he determined to have a little talk with her, and thus o- 
pened his address. ** I am told, Madam, that Mr. Fs- 
culapius, the apothecary of your town, is dead, and that 
Mr. Boreas has married the widow.’’—Lord, Sir, I never 
Sheard of the gentlefolk; there was an outlandish person 
Pethat travelled this country some years agone, with some 
nt of wi such cramp name as Borus, who I am told, is settled in 
e insipl he North.’’—** He did wisely, as he could not find any 
oint in the compass so congenial to his purposes: suffer 
Madam, if you ever see any of his child- 
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DGET. [ine to ask you, 


ly venti ‘en in these 7% Master Zephyrus, or [avonius, or the 

mpanion Mite Breezes ?’—** He never had but one son, Sir, and 

you, anil Rhey say he lives in Lunnun, in Houndsditch.’’— 

our realms Houndsditch! that is as much as to say, Madam, that 

they hi he young gentleman is gone to the dogs.’’—‘* 4 nan, 

you nave @sir,”’—** My dear lady, I did not mean that for a nan, 
uta sally.’ 

THE LETTER AND THE SPIRIT. 

At the sale of effects of a deceased clergyman in the west 

s old 3 e Df England, his library was sold for three pounds, and 

“< T'm dhe liquors i in his cellar for 2761. ‘The /etter killeth, but 


) ~ 
bimancder ie 
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he spirit giveth life. 


y, say th s Never did an Irishman utter a better bull, than did an 
young . onest John; who being asked by a friend, ‘* Has your 
reevet) Vem 


ster gota son ora daughter’’’ answered, ‘* Upon my 
I do not know whether I am an uncle or an aunt.”’ 

A REPLY AND REJOINDER. 
A. ** Sir, Lam heartily rejoiced to see you look so well.”’ 
. “Sir, youare a gentleman.” 4. ‘Sir, I wish I could 
y the same of you.”’ B. ‘‘ Soyou may, and without tell- 
ig a le, as did, God forgive me for it.”’ 
An Irishman ordered a painter to draw his picture, and 
) represent him standing behind a tree. 

SSL SLIPS III IS 
TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

) The author of those beautiful verses in this paper which 
me without a signature, and which we have distinguish- 
by the letter B, is earnestly invited to continue his fa- 
urs. 


The productions of X. we shall always be happy to in- 
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sert. He that can write so well upon indifference, will 
never be perused with indifference by any intelligent reader. 

LEANDER’S verses, which were promised in our last, 
are altered perfectly to our satisfaction. If the taste of our 
readers accords with our own, they will be highly gratified. 

Miss Fipcer came rather late; but she shall always 
have as good a place in our paper as we can give her, 
when sne chuses to write on the same subject. 


SLLLLIVEL LLL IS 


Erratum.—ZJn our last number, 5th line from the bot- 
tom of the piece over the signature of Constantius, for lost 
read tost. 


SLL LILIES II IIS 


ORIGINAL POETRY. 
ODE TO INDIFFERENCE, 


Indifference ! guardian of the breast, 

Still will I court thy envied rest, 
And transient joy resign ; 

My care-worn mind of sorrow ease, 

Nor dread the scowling eye that sees 
A vot’ry at thy shrine. 


Wak’d by the infant beams of day, 

Young Fancy shall no more display 
Insidious to my view, 

The bright eyed troop in Pleasure’s maze, 

Where soft’ning Beauty wooes the gaze 
Of ev’ry eye that’s new. 


Thee, shall Imagination’s throng 

Ne’er charm to join the syren song, 
Their airy hopes‘inspire ; 

The wild disturbers of the brain, 

Can have no place among the train 
That to thy shade retire, 


Bound in the fetters thou shalt choose, 
Each gay idea let me lose, 

That wastes reflection’s hour ; 
Pass thro’ the world’s tumultuous throng, 
Unseen, unheeded move along, 

And gain thy envied bow’r 


There teach me by thy magic spell, 
Each agonising thought to quell, 

And close my waking eyes ; 
But when I’ve learn’d to conquer care, 
Oh! scatter too my joys in air, 

And melt them with my sighs. 


True happy state of real ease, 

When naught can wound, when naught can please, 
When passions cease their reign ; 

Bind round my heart thy closest t ties, 

It leaves the world, to thee it flies ! 
And ceases to complain, 
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On the death of a young Lady, distinguished for her 
benevolence and her charities. 


O weep ye poor, bewail your loss, 
Alas! alas! ye weep in vain; 

Long as life’s stormy tempests toss 
Your feeble barks on seas of pain. 


O where is she, your guardian, friend, 
The staff of age. the ease of care ; 

No more the dying couch she’ll tend, 
Nor kindly dry “the widow’s tear. 


There runs the stream, there waves the wood, 
By which at eve she oft was seen ; 

Now list’ning to the mountain flood, 
Now tripping o’er the meadow green. 


No more will she those pleasures share, 
Which, but for her ye ne’er had known; 
No more ‘she'll lend the pitying ear, 
And sigh for sorrows not her own, 


Heav’n has in mercy ta’en the maid, 
As morn’s breath pure, as lily fair; 
In the cold grave her form is laid, 
To sleep in silence ever there, 


SL LISI LIMES LLL LS 


BALLAD. 


Hark! the tempests, angry roar ! 
Sleep, ailrighted flies from Nancy; 

Some one taps her cottage door, 
Pleasing thoughts rush on her fancy, 


Now her heart is all alarms, 

Quick she flies, her bosom beating ; 
While with eager out stretch’d arms, 

Her lov’d Ben, she thinks she’s meeting, 


‘© To this longing heart once more, 

Ah my love! and shall I hold thee? 
Happy on thy native shore, 

Shall these arms again enfold thee?” 


Fancy, all her bosom warms— 
Now she hears his tender greeting ; 
Now she opens wide her arms, 
Fondly his lov’d name repeating. 


«Come my love the wind blows cold, 
Fast the rain falls, pouring on thee ; 
Let me thy dear form behold, 
Haste, it is thy true love calls thee.” 


Mark the quick successive sighs, 
Nancy’s wretched bosom rending ; 

From the lovely mourners eyes, 
See the tears of grief descending. 


Trembling now with anxious fears, 
Wild, she calls upon her lover ; 
Now his well known voice she hears, 

On the breeze it seems to hover— 


THE COMPANION, 


. Lovely Nancy grieve ho more, 
Still thy bosom’s sad emotion ; 
eeping cannot Ben restore, 

le lies burried in the ocean! 


Soon alas! thy joys are fled, 
Soon thy promis’d bliss is over ; 

In his cold and wat’ry bed, 
Wretched Nancy seek thy lover!” 


Frantic to the beach she flew, 
Wild and breathless with emotion; 
Louder still the tempest grew ; 
Higher sweil’d the waves of ocean. 


Fiercer storms distract her mind, 
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Still she hears him in her fancy; Ve 
Whispering on the passing wind, Ba 
“Whither stays my lovely Nancy?” 
hag: adage md i THE | 
Surges lash th’ affrighted shore, HA 
Nane y hears their loud commotion ; TH 
Then upon her Ben once more 
Call’d and plung’d into the ocean. LEANDER. 
SSI LILI YIS SILL ' 
DOMESTIC HAPPINESS. 
’*Tis‘not scenes of festive pleasure, 
Splendid, equipage and dress, 
Hearded heaps of gi'tt’ring treasure, 
Can bestow true happiness. My ¢ 
No, the sweetest joy arises 
From domestic dear delights ; and y 
Where the peace that virtue prizes, ECHL 
With attractive pow’r unites, 
know 
Far from scenes of sad vexation, blane 
Happy they whocan remove, colou: 
To their tranquil habitation, sierid 
Blest with competence and love. air 
portto 
Where good nature ever smiling, ter w 
Kindles joy in ev ry heart ; a 
And affection, grief beguiling, pendey 
Sweetest pleasure can impart. pinion 
ind 
Piety the scene adorning, per uae 
With a lustre all divine, | .cnple 
Brings to view the glorious morning, Ai 
When their joys shall brighter shine. to gen 
Earth’s delights at best are fleeting, profess 
Ev’ry pleasure has its pain; interfe 
But when these are all retreating, Bane fr 
’ Tis to bloom more fair again. eer 
pany.= 
O how lovely is the dwelling, emina 
Where such joys as these abound ; f fas} 
Each enjoyment sure foretelling, _— 
All with glory shall be crown’d. B. boldier, 
_ = sigh, 
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